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St JOAN OF ARC WHOSE HISTORY IS RECORDED HERE, LIVED ONLY NINETEEN YEARS ON THIS EARTH. SHE WAS 
BOR I IN I 1412 IN THE VILLAGE OF DOMREMY, ON THE MARSHES OF LORRAINE, AT A T.ME WHEN FRANCE .LOSING 
THE HUNDRED YEARS WAR. WAS OVERRUN BY HER ENEM.ES.HER CITIES RUINED, HER FARMS STRIPPED BARE, HER 

people hopeless... 
But the enemies of France did not reckon on the girl joan, praying in the "™™»™™u™ 

nFHFR VILLAGE AS SHE KNELT THERE, THE VOICES OF HER SAINTS SPOKE TO HER AGAIN AND AGAIN, URGING 
HER TO BECOME A SOLDER TO LEAD THE ARMIES OF FRANCE TO V.CTORY.TO CROWN THE DAUPHIN AT RHE.MS. 
IMPORTANT THINGS THEY ASKED OF HER-AND ASKED AGAIN... 
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Long before her sainthood, joan d arc was 
but a young girl,praying in her ruined church 
in d0mremy... 



Softly, her heart bursting with sorrow, 
she whispers, "tf// the pity.. .the pity that 
is the kingdom of france!" 




SHE WHIRLS, FRIGHTENED, AS HER FATHER'S VOICE 
CALLS TO HER, FOR JACQUES DARC IS A STRONG. 

STRICT MAN... 




JEANNETTE, SAYS HER FATHER,>£tt//P 
UNCLE DURAND IS HERE. WE'RE TO GIVE HIM 
BREAKFAST. SEE TO IT..." 




What ails you.girl ?"asks her father 
severely, as joan meekly approaches. 
"it's wel l t Clove your church, but to 
think of nothing else- 



'I 




Then, as if despairing of this strange 
daughter, jacques d'arc says,"<?0 and 
make breakfast.' " 



JOAN OF ARC 




Hours later, in the d'arc home.uncle 
durand says orimly, "even our countrymen 
the burgundians, betray us by si din 6 with ' 
the 'english/" 



Jacques replies *th£ queen mother sold us 
our for english gold/ our lords fight 
among themselves. our dauphin is too weak 
to keep order/ " 




Uncle durand chuckles grimly, * not only that 
the english have surrounded orleans ! the peopl e 

inside its walls are starving!" jacques nods/v/^ 
orl eans falls, it's the end of 'france! " 




The sun is well up as durand laxart 
takes the road toward home. A VOICE 

CALLS HIM... 




Joan pleads,"/^ to go to vaucouleurs. 
pl ease take me with you... i'm to speak to 
sir robert de baudri court." 




Seeing that her uncle is about to refuse, 
joan cr\es,"£ven if i wear my legs to the 
knees, i must go!" shrugging, her uncle 
moves over. 
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MY NIECE, SIR ROBERT," SAYS UNCLE 
DURAND.'^/y^/f^^ZZ? SPEAK WITH YOU." BUT 
YOUNG JOAN IS FRIGHTENED. SHE OPENS HER 
MOUTH.YET NO SOUND COMES FORTH... 





SlR ROBERT HOWLS WITH D E LIGHT. "SINCE 
WHEN D/D THE DAUPHIN HAVE AN ARMY? GO 
HOME, G/RL! DON'T BE AN IDIOT.' NOBODY CAN 
SAVE FRANCE. /T'S TOO LATE FOR THAT.': 





'Sw • 



With tears in her eyes.joan pleads, 
"•the war will change when i go to a/d 
the dauphin. i shall crown h/m at 

RHE/MS," 



E)E BAUDRICOURT ROARS ANGRILY ."SEND TH/S 
MOONY GIRL HOME AND TELL HER FATHER TO 
THRASH THIS NONSENSE OUT OF HER.'" 
MUTTERING APOLOGETICALLY, DURAND LAXART 
DRAGS HIS NIECE AWAY... 
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Her uncle shouting angrily in her ear, joan 
is dragged through a circle of grinning 
peasants. but beyond them she sees 
"de baudricourt, about to mount... 




Furiously joan struggles to free her- 
self. SOBBING IN HER ANXIETY, SHE THRUSTS 
HER UNCLE AWAY... 




IN A RINGING VOICE JOAN CR\ES," SIR ROBERT! 
YOU MUST SEND ME TO TAKE PART IN THE WAR. 
I MUST RESCUE ORLEANS! EVEN TODAY— A 
BATTLE IS RAGING!" 




AS HIS MEN CLEAR A PATH, DE BAUDRICOURT 
SHOUTS. ""ORLEANS IS TWO HUNDRED LEAGUES 
AWAY. NOBODY KNOWS WHAT IS HAPPENING THERE.' 



// 




V TELL YOU THERE'S FIGHTING THIS VERY DAY AND 
IT GOES AGAINST US!" CRIES JOAN. BUT SIR 
ROBERT SHOUTS, V0 HOME TO YOUR FATHER T 



With the jeers of the throng ringing 
in her ears, joan is hurried away by 
her uncle. 
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That night in the royer home, joan says, 
«/ begged god to send someone more worthy. 
still... i was told i must save orleans..." 




MUST STAY HERE! I MUST) I'LL STAND 
AT THE GATE AS HE PASSES. I'LL SLEEP IN 
THE FIELDS, IF NEED SEI" 




Day after day, peasants from the sur- 
rounding countryside come to stare at 
joan, to whisper reassurances. "we 
bel/eve in you, " they say. "we had masses 
said last sunday. 





S JOAN OPENS THE DOOR, SHE COMES FACE 
TO FACE WITH HER MOTHER. AND SHE LEARNS 
THAT HER NAME IS NOT SPOKEN T HOME, THAT 
HER FATHER WILL NOT FORGIVE HER/ 



m 
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A KNOCK SOUNDS ON THE THICK OAKEN DOOR. 
STARTLED, JOAN WHIRLS AROUND. IN THE DOOR- 
WAY STANDS SIR ROBERT DE BAUDRICOURT, A 
DAZED LOOK IN HIS EYES... 




SIR ROBERT SAYS "TWO WEEKS AGO YOU SAID 
THE DAUPHIN WAS IN A BATTLE. TODAY CAME 
DISPATCHES CONFIRMING THIS. IT WAS A BAD 
DEFEAT. ARE YOU— A WITCH?" 
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AT SIR ROBERT'S BIDDING, FATHER FOURNIER 
QUESTIONS THE MAID. KNEELING, JOAN WHISPERS, 
V ASK EVIL TO FLY FROM ME, AND WHATEVER IS 
GOOD TO STAY AND HELP THE CAUSE OF FRANCE.'" 




AS FATHER FOURNIER SAYS, SHE IS NO WITCH.'" 
SIR ROBERT GROWLS, * YOU STILL WISH TO GO TO 
THE DAUPHIN? " AND JOAN ANSWERS, ""MY LORD 
HAS COMMANDED ME TO GO. " 




BAUDRICOURT GROWLS, "TO ME IT'S A FOOL '$ ERRAND 
— BUT THESE TWO GENTLEMEN HAVE ASKED ME TO 
SEND YOU ON THIS WILD MISSION. " 






Everyone is shocked when joan says 
suddenly, * fetch me a boy's clothing. i 
am to dress as a man. " 




With tears in her eyes, Catherine le royer 
starts to cut joan's hair. joan says 
sternly, "cut it straight acfijss— like 

A BOY'S."' 




Joan's mother takes the shears, she whispers, 
*your mother will cut it j but it's wrong, and 
i'll always know it was wrong. . . " 
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That evening in the castle courtyard, prepara- 
tions ARE MADE FOR THE JOURNEY. BAUDRlCOURT ' 
WARNS, " THE ENEMY WIL L 8E ON THE WATCH FOR 
YOU, " 



Wearing de baudricourt's sword, and 
her mother's rlng.joan leads her 
little contingent through the 
gathered throng... 













Across the countryside the maid rides with 
her followers. when suddenly— a cry in 
the night to halt/ 



The enemy are hunt/ngfor the maw.' " says 
a harsh voice. "go around the village... 
lest they capture her.'" 




Eleven days later, joan and her followers 
rein in on the bank of the la vienne river, 
de metz cries, "those are the towers of 
ch/non." and joan laughs, "i shall see 

THE DAUPMNJ* 










That night, in his castle, the dauphin's poet 
chartier approaches with a grin. he says,7wf 
mad ma/d of lorra/ne /s here. lend me your 
throne to plata tr/ck on her. " 
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AS THE DAUPHIN WALKS FROM HIS THRONE.HIS 
COUSIN ALENCON GROWLS, V'Pf HEARD YOU PLAN 
TO ABANDON FRANCE! WHAT HAVE WE LEFT IF 
YOU GO ? " 




HARTIER, IN ORDER TO FOOL JOAN, PLACES 
CLERMONT, A YOUNG NOBLE, ON THE THRONE. THE 
DAUPHIN, FALLING IN WITH THE J0KE,SLIPS IN 
AMONG HIS NOBLES. . . 




But AS JOAN STANDS before the FALSE DAUPHIN, 

SHE PAUSES. . .TURNS AWAY/ 





In the midst of the throng, joan kneels 
to the true dauphin/ she cries, */ti$ 
god's w/ll that i gome to a/d you and 
that youbemng of france/" 




TREMOUILLE WARNS THE VMPH\Hf DON'T TRUST 
HER, MY LORD 7 '" BUT THE DAUPHIN REPL\£$;WHEN 
I LOOK /NHER EYES. I BEL/EVE WHAT SHE SAYS 
/S TRUE/'' 




Then the dauphin sws *come with me, joan/" 
and his court knows that he has accepted 
her as sent by god/ 
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From all over France men leave their plows 
and wagons. they cry, "come and join the 
maids army!" 






Jn amazement, the dauphin .sees an army 
gather, learns that gold and jewels 
are given to buy weapons and armor, 
that grain and cattle are sent as 

GIFTS... 




Joan gries/Vjzz preparations are made 
now is our time, let us ride to orleans. 
give us the royal consent!" but doubt 

gnaws at the weak ruler... 



"Be noble as i have dreamed you, as god 
requires you to be!" exhorts jo an. "france 
needs you to be strong. turn your trust 
to god. say we' can march on orleans/" 








. 
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THE DAUPHIN KNOWS THAT THE CHURCH.IN THE 
COUNCIL AT POITIERS.HAD, AFTER CAREFUL 
INVESTIGATION, FORMALLY DECLARED JOAN 
PURE IN HEART.INNOCENT AND RELIGIOUS... 
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...He rejects Tremouille's arguments and 
$m$:"g0d is with this girl/ march to 
orleans.'" km joan rides proudly forth. 
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But joan's eyes' widen in horror as she approaches 
the war encampment. on all sides she sees 
dissipation, drunkenness/ » 




s 



Her soul is sick at the sights she ha 

SEEN, EVEN AS SHE IS INTRODUCED TO THE 
GREAT FRENCH GENERAL LA HIRE... 




The war captains eye joan skeptically, at 
last one says, v/v the history of france no 
name was ever built up so sudoenl y. some- 
body cooked this thing up.' " 




HER FRIEND ALENCON VOUCHES FOR JOAN. AND 
WHEN JOAN PROMISES TO GIVE NO COMMANDS, LA 
'HIRE IN SUDDEN RELIEF SHOUTS, "BY THE THUNDERS 
OF GOD,' STICK TO THAT, AND THERE'LL BE NO 
TROUBLE.'" 




1 There must be no swearing in this army.' " 
cries joan. * it must be cleansed and 
purified. the men must be sent to 
confession, and the women sent away. . . '* 



f 



THE GENERALS REFUSE TO GIVE SUCH ORDERS 
HIRE BELLOWS AND STAMPS ANGRILY. JOAN 
WHISPERS, " THEN I SHALL GIVE THEM. . . " 



LA 
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Despairingly, eyes shocked by what she 

SEES, JOAN CRIES. "THERE MUST BE SOME OTHER 
WAY TO GIVE AN ORDER TO THE WHOLE ARMY!" 
ALENCON G LOOMS, "ONLY THROUGH THE 
CAPTAINS — AND THEY 'VE REFUSED ! 




"OH, HOW CAN I DO THIS? HOW CAN I TELL THEM? 
JOAN ASKS HERSELF NUMBLY— AND FINDS NO 
ANSWER. 



// 




Then she lifts her head, her lips 
tighten with determination. she walks 

straight ahead — 




WONDERINGLY THE CRUDE SOLDIERS LOOK UP AS JOAN 
STOPS AND SAYS, '770 YOU PLAY THIS GAME DAILY?" 



*E VERY DAY ALL DAY/" GRlMS'THE^SC-CUTER. AND 
JOAN SAYS SOFTLY, "IT'S A GAME WE MUST NOT 
PLAY IN //V/.? ARMY/" EYES WIDEN IN SURPRISE, 

WONDERMENT... 




The rough soCdiers recognize the Mlifrff hey 

PUT AWAY THEIR DICE.TURN TO HER AS SHE WHISPERS, 
'THEY SAY ALL ARMIES ARE LIKE THIS. BUT GOD WILL 
NOT BE PLEASED WITH US— AND IF HE IS NOT 
PLEASED WE SHALL HAVE NO LUCK WHERE WE GO! 
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YOU PROMISED US VICTORY' " SHOUT THE SOLDIERS. 
JOAN REPLIES FIRMLY, « WE CAN HAVE VICTORY '— 
IF WE ARE WORTHY OF IT' WE MUST BE ON GOO'S ' 
SIDE! " 




■man 



YOU MUST NOT SWEAR OR TAKE GOD'S NAME IN 
VAIN/" AN ECHO ANSWERS DAZEDLY. .. "WE 
MUST NOT SWEAR ? " 



■ 



This is an important moment for the 
maid. her words grow stronger, more 
clear. "our strength is not in our hands 
but in our faith.' » 




'LOWLY THE GROUP AROUND THE MAID GROWS. 
HER WORDS RING OUT CLEARLY. "DON'T LAUGH 
AT ME, PLEASE. BUT— THERE MUST BE NO 
GAMBLING.'" 




Men AND "WOMEN STARE AT ONE ANOTHER AS JOAN 
CONTINUES HER AMAZING INSTRUCTION ^BEFORE 
WE MARCH, EACH MAN MUST GO TO CONFESSIONS 





, 



"Come near, " j6aKi calls, as the entire army 

gathers. tt we can win only if we become god's 
army— only if we purge ourselves of sin. 
our father will give us our victory and a 
land that is forever free' " 
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Before we attack.! am commanded to 
warn the english leader to give mp the 
port to save h/s life and the ltves of 
wsw£n/"1w§ saying, joan spurs forward.,, 




In her sweet voice,joan calls on sir 
william to yield, lest he and his men 
perish in a lost cause and an evil war. 
6lasdale laughs, then, growing angry, 
shouts shameful insults at the maid. 




HEAD OF THE COLUMN, JOAN MEETS 
JEAN DUNOIS.OF ORLEANS, WHO POINTS OUT 
TOURELLES, STRONGEST ENGLISH FORT... 
COMMANDED BY SIR WILLIAM GLASDALE. 




AS JOAN REINS IN BEFORE TOURELLES, AN 
ENGLISH ARCHER GASPS, "IT'S THE WITCH/' 




Tears of sorrow flood her eyes as joan 
bows her head and whispers,"/ have 
1 meant only well to you.." 
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BATTLE JOINS/ FRENCH CANNONFIRE 
ROARS AND RUMBLES. A SECTION OF THE 
BATTLEMENT GIVES WAY. ... 






Ladders are brought forward,set 
against the wall/ a hail of english 
arrows rains down/ 




, IN HER WHITE ARMOR 
CHEERS ON THE FRENCH. UNDAUNTED.SHE 
RUNS FOR THE LADDERS/ 
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War arrows thunk into the wooden 
mantelets. french bows bend, let fly the 
steel-tipped barbs/ 



Soldiers and archers follow joan to 



THE LADDERS. WITH SWORD AND AXE THEY 
HACK THEIR WAY UP... ONLY TO MEET CUT- 
TING STEEL AND SHARP SPEARHEAD/ 








And then, from above, a crossbow- 
bolt DIGS INTO JOAN'S MAILED SHOULDER. 
JOAN REELS/ THE ENGLISH SHOUT, "THE 
WITCH IS DOWN/" 



' 




Tenderly, joan is lifted and taken 
behind the lines. the arrow is 
removed as joan whispers, "bind 
me and i 'll lie here for a while, .v 




THE BUGLE WAKENS JOAN. ALARMED, 
SHE SITS UP — SEES HER ARMY RETREAT- 
ING/ SHE RUNS FORWARD, CRYING, "NO, 
NO/ MEN OF FRANCE/ DO NOT GIVE UP/" 




Joan lifts her banner high, crying out," when 
m/ banner touches the wall, we shall have 

yict9ry!" and la hire ec hoes, "forward!" 
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THE FRENCH HOST HALTS IN ITS FLIGHT. IT 
TURNS. WITH CHEERS AND RENEWED COURAGE 
IT SURGES FORWARD BEHIND JOAN'S BANNER/ 



With stabbing sword and cleaving axe 
the maid's army mounts the parapet/ 




Then comes la hire, gigantic in his battle 
armor/ he looks for the english com- 
mander; shouts, *glasdale>" 




The two leaders meet in mortal combat, 
their great two-handed swords flashing 
in the light of the flaming donjon/ 




With horrified -eyes, joan watches the 
great french captain drive glasdale 
back and back. flames touch his 
armor. joan sobs, "yield, glasdale j 
save your life.' " 



GLASDALE, REFUSING TO YIELD, STEPS BACK. 
THE BURNING TIMBERS BREAK UNDER HIS WEIGHT. 
HE FALLS INTO THE BLAZING INFERNO. AND 
JOAN WHISPERS, "DEATH BY FIRE IS A HORRIBLE 
THING J " 
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Some days after her stunning victory at 
orleans, joan sends a letter of invitation 
to the duke of burgundy, inviting him to 
attend charles' coronation... 




The duke of Bedford murmurs, "the 
maid is about to make her first error, 
charles is a fool ! he sold out to us 
once. he may sell out again.' " 




Cauchon, BISHOP OF BEAUVAIS, MUTTERS, 
"TREMOUILLE IS WITH HIM. TREMOUILLE 
WOULD SELL ANYTHING."' BEDFORD NODS, 
AND ORDERS, n OFFER A HUNDRED THOUSAND 
GOLD CROWNS/" 




And so, to the dauphin in the robing room, 
practicing for his impending coronation, 
comes tremouille to whisper, " a messen- 
ger is seeking a truce.' " 




"HOW MUCH WILL THEY PAY? " ASKS 
CHARLES. V WANT A HUNDRED THOUSAND 
/N MY HANDS.' EVEN THEN — I'M NOT 
SURE I'LL TAKE iT. " 



Wl'TH X FANFARE" OF TRUMPETS, THE DAUPHIN IS 
CROWNED KING CHARLES VII. BUT THE PEOPLE 
CRY, "JOAN.' JOAN THE MAID.'" JEALOUS, CHARLES 
SIGNS AGREEMENT TO TREMOUILLE .. . 
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Next day joan and the duke d'alengon 
visit charles. they find him playing 
croquet. he scowls petulantly as joan 
cries, "ride with us and paris shall be 

OURS!" 



Joan stares, numb with amazement, 

as charles shakes his head. "i m . 
sorry, joan. i have decided upon a 
truce. i have decided!" ' 




D'ALENCON WHISPERS,"//*" HAS BETRAYED 
US, JOAN! "SICK AT HEART.JOAN PLEADS 
WITH CHARLES, CRYING OUT FROM HER 
SICKENED S0UL,'7f£ CANNOT HAVE PEACE 
UNTIL OUR LAND IS FREE!" 



BUT CHARLES EXCLAIMS,"/ ORDER THE 
DISMISSAL OF THE ARMY! FROM NOW ON, 
ALL COMMANDS COME FROM ME! 1 ' JOAN, 
HEARTSICK, HEARS HERSELF HONORED AND 
TOLD TO REMAIN AT COURT. 




In the field, where joan has come to 
bid farewell to her captains, her hands 
quiver with emotion as*she takes down 
her banner... 




Gruff la hire begs jom^come to 
normandy with me, joan 'we can go on 
fighting there!' 1 but joan answers/w 

king has ordered me to stat with hw." 



t 
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Joan whispers, "d/d you say yo,ur prayers 
this morn/ng ? " and la hire, to make a 

LITTLE JOKE, SHAKES HIS HEA|X M 7ftf7V WHAT 
I FORGOT." 




And d'alencon kneels, he cries,"/? 
me you are france/ you set a cup of 
victory to her ups. it's made a new 
nation of us..." 
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Alone at last, joan removes her white 
armor in the chapel. she kneels and prays. 
"king of heaven,! shall wear this armor 

NO MORE. " 



"We are at peace, but not such a 

peace as i have dreamed. i would 
rather face the rank of english 
spears. if only my voices would 
speak again..." 




But no voices answer joan. in 
despair she cries, "there is still 
no answer. then i must go and 
fight the enemy. i have courage 
to die ..but not thus, in small, sick 

WAYS... 



// 



. 



Days later, at compeigne, joan rides 
across the drawbridge, in plain armor, 
and at the head of a few troops.... 
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Father pasquerel cries out, joan, these 
sallies are dangerous. we may lose you! " 
and joan answers/'/ know i am to be 
captured. . ." 




"...I WAS L/STENING TO THE CHURCHBELLS OF 
MELUN AND I HEARD MY VOICES AND THEY TOLD 
ME THIS. " . . ' 




A FEW DAYS LATER, IN A SALLY OUTSIDE THE 
WALLS OF COMPEIGNE, A DETAIL OF. BURGUNDIAN 
CAVALRY SURPRISES JOAN.. . 



Joan's men-at-arms are brushed, aside, 
even though the maid fights furiously, 
courageously. . . 




WORDS CLANG ON ARMOR/ BATTLtAXES 



REDDEN/ VOICES SHOUT WITH FURY, OR SOB 
IN AGONY. AND EVER THE MAID CRIES OUT 
BRAVELY.... 




A BURGUNDIAN ARCHER PULLS JOAN DOWN, 
SHOUTMG.'SHE'SDOWN.' I'VE CAPTURED HER! 
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At beaurevoir, the hostile bishop of 
beauvais visits the count of luxembourg, 
whose soldiers have captured joan, he 
offers five thousand pounds for her. 





Chains clanking, joan walks into the room, 
she pauses, horrified. cries out, "wf 
english.* - and luxembourg says, * you may 

TAKE HEP. " 



THE COUNT MUTTERS "I'M ASHAMED TO THINK 
THAT / WOULD SELL HER. . . YES, EVEN FOR 
TEN THOUSAND POUNDS." CAUCHON NODS, 
"VERY WELL, TEN THOUSAND! " 




From beaurevoir, joaN is taken to 
rouen in chains, arms tied behind her 
... into the presence of the bishop of 
beauvais.. . 




BEAUVAIS STATES, "WE HAVE SUMMONED 
YOU BEFORE US AS A SUSPECT OF HERESY 
AND SORCERY. WILL YOU SWEAR TO SPEAK 
THE TRUTH ? » 




Joan replies, " my lord, i do not know what 
your questions will be." brutally a man 

shouts, "burn her and have it done with.' " 




The questions fly thick and fast. 
*why should god make revelations 

TO rout... MIL rou SWEAR to speak 

THE TRUTH ON MATTERS CONCERNING 
THE FAITH?" JOAN LOOKS ABOUT... 




When she says, »vr said... drive the 

ENGLISH FROM FRENCH SOIL," SHRIEKS 
OF " BURN HER/ " AN D w Wl TCH/ 
HERETIC/" DROWN OUT HER SOFT 
VOICE. 



m 



\ 



«•» 



OF ARC 




COURAGEOUSLY, JOAN SPEAKS. "WHEN I WAS 
THIRTEEN, I HEARD A VOICE IN MY FATHER'S 
GARDEN... AT NOONTIME IN THE SUMMER... 
IT SAID TO ME, 'GO TO ORLEANS!' 



t it 




Suddenly joan cries, *you are not 
fitted to be my judges. you are my 
mortal enemies, english and bur gun- 
dians. and you are not the church/" 



W\ 



it- ,kA*v 



. 



ggm 






■ v 



As 



'■i ♦ 



"AS JOAN IS LED BACK TO HER CELL, 
THE EARL OF WARWICK TELLS CAUCHON, 
" THE GIRL IS TOO CLEVER FOR YOU/ 
YOU WILL CONTINUE THE TRIAL BEHIND 
CLOSED DOORS/ " 




Wistfully joan looks at the 
small chapel, as she is led from 
the courtroom. she is not allowed 
to enter and pray... 
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Day after day the trial continues, always, 
joan is led back to her cold stone cell 
and manacled to her bed. 




.....,, 

AND THEN CAME THE DAY WHEN JOAN 
IS ASKED, "HAVE YOU HEARD YOUR 
VOICES RECENTLY?" A HAPPY, DREAMY 
LOOK CROSSES JOAN'S FACE AS SHE 
WHISPERS, ^VES/" 





S T SHOULD BE IH A CHURCH PR/SOH, 
GUARDED BY WOMEN, " SHE PROTESTS. 
BUT FATHER MASSIEU ANSWERS, »\T AM 
COMMANDED TO LEAVE YOU HERE. " 
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They yell me to answer you 
boldly/" cries the maid. "st. 
catherine told me that i would be 
rescued. i was told i would be 
freed by a great victory/ 



// 



Overcome by weariness and 
shock, joan sinks down on her 
small stool. she whispers, »j 
come before you half mad... with 

WHAT I MUST ENDURE IN MY CELL... 
WITHOUT RES K. , » 




A JUDGE RISES, CRIES OUT, " IF YOU 
MAINTAIN THAT YOUR VOICES ARE RIGHT 
YO U REJEC T THE CHURCH/ " J AN REPLIES, 
V WILL NOT REJECT THE VOICES OF MY 
LORD OR THE CHURCH/" 
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In an anteroom, the earl of Warwick, 
representative of the king of england, 
listens as the bishop of beauvais says 
grimly, " she must go to the stake.' " 





I COULD UNLOCK YOUR CHAINS... GIVE YOUR 
FLESH A CHANCE TO HEAL... LET YOU WALK 
ABOUT THE CELL. ..GIVE YOU CHEESE AND 
WINE/ BUT YOU PREFER TO BE BURNED... f" 




ef 



Next day in the courtroom, joan cries 
out, v appeal to the pope who is in 
rome j" the judges are startled, 
frightened... 



WHILE HER ENEMIES PLOT HER DEATH BY 
FIRE, JOAN IS TORMENTED BY A BRUTAL 
GUARD, WHO SPEAKS OF FREEDOM... 




AT THE ENTRANCE OF FATHER MASSIEU, 
THE GUARD DESISTS. FATHER MASSIEU 
SAYS, "WE KNOW A WAY TO SAVE YOU, JOAN." 
IN HER AGONY OF SPIRIT, JOAN WHISPERS, 
V WILL NOT DENY MY VOICES TO SAVE 
MY LIFE J " 




The earl of Warwick rises, he snarls*. 
the king commands here, not the pope/ 
/refuse to allow it/" cauchon concurs 
and joan's appeal to rome is denied. 
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AS JOAN DEPARTS.THE BISHOP OF AVRANCHES 
STRIDES FORWARD ANGRILY. HE CALLS THE 
SCRIBE TO WRITE DOWN HIS WORDS, AND 
DECLARES THE TRIAL UNLAWFUL / 




The bishop states, *one day...rome will 
declare the truth about this girl i france 
will praise the maid for its birth as one 

nation' j declare you, pierre cauchon, a 

traitorj " 




Ignoring the angry words of the earl 
of warwick, the bishop of avranches 
turns his back on the illegal tribunal 
and walks out. . . 




The months pass, joan, pale and weak 
from her long imprisonment, is led into 
the torture chambers of the castle.. . 
and screams in fright/ 




Seated on a raised dais, the bishop of 
beauvais growls, "vf you persist /n your 
heresy, you will be put to the torture j 
admit that your voices are evil / " 



*If YOU TEAR ME LIMB FROM LIMB, I WILL NOT 
DENY MY VOICES, " MURMURS JOAN. " MY 
VOICES HAVE TOLD ME TO RELY ENTIRELY 
UPON COD. 



a 
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The following morning in the 
cemetery of st. quen, joan is once 
again confronted by the judges, 
stricken dumb with shock, she 
listens apathetically as words 
thunder about her ears... . 



*\ . , This jo an has fallen from 
crime into crime. never has ther& 
been such a monster/ she /s a 
witch, a heretic, a schismatic/'* 




Soldiers roar angrily, *let 's burn 
the witch/" and others scream, 
"burn the witch/ burn/ burn/" 







"Abjure, jo an. submit/" ring out 
the voices of the crowd. *save 
yourself, joan," weep the little 
children. 




"Submit to us or die/" roars 

ERARD. JOAN WHISPERS, "lT Will 
SUBMIT TO GOB AND THE PORE, " 
BUT THE JUDGES CRY, "SUBMIT TO 

US/ '■ 




Finally promised a church prison, 
joan lets her hand be guided as she 
signs the submission papers; 



JOAN OF ARC 





Joan is led away- back to her cell, 
where the grinning guards watch her 
struggle helplessly.:. 



Weakened by imprisonment and her 
fast, joan is no match for the burly 
soldiers who hurry her roughly toward 
her. prison.:. . 




JslO, NO. I WON'T GO BACK IN THERE. THEY 
LIED TO ME. THEY TOLD ME THEY WOULD 
TAKE ME TO A CHURCH PR/SON. OH, 

THEY LIED... 1 ' 



That night as the moonlight streams 
down on her, joan awakens, sits up. tears 
streak down her cheeks as she sees the 
woman's dress her judges have ordered 
her to wear... 




Sobbing in remorse, joan cries, "oh, 
sweet god, forgive me! i was afraid of 
the fire! i have damned my soul to save 

MY LIFE!" 
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With tears streaming down her 
cheeks, joan smiles and nods, listen- 
ing. .. listfning... 
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NEXT MORNING, THE DRESS REMAINS UN 
USED. IN ANGRY VOICES, CAUCHON AND 
LEMAISTRE DENOUNCE JOAN. INVITED TO 
DON HER DRESS FOR THE LAST TIME,- 
SHE SHAKES HER HEAD... 




Joan says brmew;v heard my voices 
again, they told me i did a wicked 
thing in denying them, but they ha\ye 
forgiven me." 




Aghast, father massieu cries in 
horror, "joan! do you know what 
this means ? it means the fire!" 



The bishop of beauvais draws the 
earl of warwick aside. "be of good 
cheer my lord. it is all over." the 
earl nods, "the executioner will see 
to the rest!" 




Joan whispers,"// - cannot take 
long to die. there will be a little 
-pain! then it will end. no, the 
pain won't be little... but it will 

END." 



AS THE PRIEST COMES TO GIVE HER HOLY 
COMMUNION, JOAN MURMURS,"/ SEE IT 
SO CLEARLY NOW. MY VICTORY IS MY 
MARTYRDOM... MY ESCAPE— MY DEATH.'" 
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A DUNCECAP ON HER HEAD, JOAN IS TRUN- 
DLED THROUGH THE STREETS OF ROUEN IN 
A WOODEN CART. . . 




There is danger of a riot as the people 
who love joan fight to free her/ 




The* crowd surges angrily about the 
there is fighting/. 



GUARDS, 




Amid screams of "murderer/ " the 
executioner thrusts away- the people 
and the cart moves on. .. 




"Forgive mei " cries a priest as guards 
roughly' drag him away. "forg/ve*mej '* 
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Joan is led up the high mound of twigs 
and branches toward the grim, frighten- 
ing stake. a guard begins tying her... 




Blood flows/ cries of agony are 
heard/ grimly, sometimes fighting 
for their very lives, the-.&uards 
battle the great mob... " •' 







The maid &egs,"could i have a cross 
/h my hands?" a rough soldier 
fashions a twig crucifix and thrusts 
it toward her... 




AS THE FIGHTING SURGES BELOW, JOAN 
IS BEING CHAINED TO THE GRIM, THICK 
STAKE... 




Again the crowd moves forward in 
a mighty wave/ again the guards 
drive them back/ 
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AS THE EARL OF WARWICK SHOUTS, 
"EXECUTIONER. DO YOUR DUTY'" LIGHTED 
TORCHES ARE RUSHED FORWARD AND 
THRUST AMONG THE DRY TWIGS AND 
BRANCHES/ 




In hokror.joan watches the wood 
flame up and up/ higher leap the 
flames/ louder they roar/ 
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A PRIEST RUNS FORWARD WITH A 
CRUCIFIX AND HOLDS IT STEADY, THOUGH 
THE TERRIFIC HEAT SEARS HIS FLESH/ 



The voice of father massieu rings out 
'oh, mistaken men, traitors to yourselves 
and to your country. you thrust great- 
ness and an undy/nq name upon your 
chief enemy!" 




"The winning of a few victories could 
be put as/de as a n/ne days wonder, 
but you've made her a symbol. th/s 
will be her age, her century. all the 
rest of us will be minor figures in 
her tragedy i " 




As joan sobs.'vesus/. ..jesusi- the 

RED FLAMES LEAP UP ALL AROUND HER... 
AND FREE HER VALIANT SOUL... 
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